you can't be too careful
Then came the dreadful news that them Agitators had got
hold of him, and then the tragedy.
It made Edward Albert very unhappy. Constantly he
would recur to it.
" What did I ever do that the boy should turn against me ?
Him and Mary, they seemed to lock their 'earts against me.
Mary too. . . . Locked 'earts."
" There's a sort of bitterness in him about you. I wonder
sometimes if it isn't jealousy of that George's Gross of yours."
" I don't like to think that of 'Enery," considered Edward
Albert. " I reely don't. Even now. Couldn't *e feel pride
in his own father ? No. *E*s not so bad as that. It's these
ideers he has, right-down wrong ideers. It's a sort of disease.
I remember a talk I had with him when he thought he might
be sent to France to put down them syndicalists. I warned
him then.
" That was before you came along, my lady. I remember
it as though it was yesterday. My 'ealth wasn't too good,
the posts were all anyhow because of the general strike, and
it looked as though he might not find his father when he came
back. These ideers of his I told him were all wrong, but I
didn't know then where they would lead him. It's been 'ard
to see the way 'e's gone and 'arder still to do my duty by
King afcd Country against my own son. Maybe I let Mary
spoil 'im and make too much of him. She had a sort of—
well, foolishness, for him. I often said she loved him more
than she did me. . Often."
Mrs Tewler III shook her head in agreement and said no
more for the time being. She was very punctilious never to
say a word, not a single word, against Mary. . . .
chapter 4
Flying Sparks
A ND now that I am speaking of thic widening estrangement
jfjL of the Tewlers, father and son, I may perhaps go still
further beyond thtf austere limitations I set myself at the

